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Prologue

	One Week Ago

	Caleb

	 

	 

	I wake in the darkness, my heart pounding, a weird feeling of anxiety crawling over me, prickling at my skin in an unwelcome reminder, as though I’ve forgotten something. 

	I sit up, my head in my hands as I try to figure out what it is. Is it something to do with Sienna? With Reid?

	I force my eyes to adjust to the darkness, blinking rapidly to clear the sleepy haze that hangs like a heavy cloud over me that just won’t budge. I realize I’m sitting on the couch, my couch and when I try to stand up, I can’t. My body like lead as it stays rooted in place, unable to move.

	Panic starts to course through me, my heart now crashing against my ribs, my breathing growing ragged as the room slowly comes into focus, as though a heavy black curtain is being pulled back to reveal where I am.

	The living room.

	My living room.

	In Providence.

	What the fuck am I doing back here?

	I left this place. Four days ago, I got in a car with my sister and my best friend and I left this house, this city and this life behind. 

	How the fuck am I back here?

	I open my mouth to speak, try to call out, but no words come, my throat feeling tight as though something’s pressing on it, stopping my voice and the air I’m trying to suck into my lungs. My hands move to my neck but there’s nothing there, even as the imaginary vice grows tighter and tighter.

	Sweat breaks out over my skin and when I hold my hands up in front of me, they’re shaking uncontrollably. I curl my fingers into fists, my body now clammy, my gut churning as nausea washes over me in waves.

	I try to stand up again, but I can’t, my body is bound to this stupid fucking couch in my living room back in Providence.

	I open my mouth, silently screaming into the darkness, but no sound comes out, no voice, no words, nothing…

	Suddenly the room is bathed in a bright light, blinding me, shocking me as I freeze in fear and…

	 

	“Fuck!”

	 

	My eyes fly open and I scour the unfamiliar room, trying to figure out where the hell I am now. Scrubbing a shaking hand down my face, my fingers run over the small bump on my cheek bone, reminding me of the beating I took. Reminding me that I am still here, still alive. Even if alive means I’m barely living.

	Fuck.

	It was just a dream. 

	One of so many dreams I’ve had in the nights since I nearly died almost a month ago.

	I force myself to sit up, the pain in my ribs no longer as bad as I turn and lean back against the couch, the blanket and pillows all scattered on the floor as though pushed off during the night. My heart is still pounding inside my rib cage, my body still covered in sweat as I suck in deep breaths of air, my throat no longer constricted. 

	The TV is on, its volume muted but its low light casting a comforting glow to the room. I haven’t been able to sleep with the lights off for ages. Too many things hiding in the shadows, like they were the night I came home and found Ray Bowen waiting for me.

	“Jesus christ,” I mutter, sitting forward, as my head falls into my shaking hands.

	When is this ever going to stop?

	I have no reason to be afraid anymore, not now. Ray Bowen is in prison and he’s never getting out. All his men either disappeared or turned on him, spilling the beans in return for lighter sentences, so I know they aren’t coming after me either.

	And Providence is long gone. The bar and our house have been claimed by the bank and I’ve left it all behind for a new start. A new start that doesn’t seem to have gotten the fucking memo.

	I take a couple of deep breaths as I force myself to calm down. I can feel my pounding heart finally start to slow as I put a shaking hand against my bare chest, my skin slick with sweat. Lifting my head, I take in the room again, finally remembering where I am.

	Hawthorn. 

	With my twin sister, Sienna and my best friend, Reid. 

	They convinced me to come back here with them after everything went to shit back home in Providence. They were only supposed to come back for our dad’s funeral. But in the six days it took them to get there, so many things changed.

	I discovered that our father was up to his ass in debt to Ray Bowen, Reid’s dad. Debt that was now my responsibility. And debt that Ray Bowen didn’t take too kindly to me missing repayments on. The problem was though, there was no money to make those repayments. Not when our dad had gambled it all away. Not when the interest on the loan was through the fucking roof.

	When Reid and Sienna had finally got back, the shit had really hit the fan. I don’t know why he’d felt the need to do so, but apparently Ray Bowen thought it was in my best interests to pay me a visit, remind me of that debt I now owed and what the consequences for non-compliance were.

	My sister and Reid had been the ones to find me. I’d spent the better part of the previous twelve hours lying on the floor of my house, thinking I was going to die, before they finally walked in. 

	All of this had fucked with them too, in so many ways. Because after years of trying to pretend to themselves and everyone around them that they weren’t in love with each other, that road trip home had changed everything between them.

	And all of that had been shot to shit when Sienna discovered that Reid’s father was the one who beat the shit out of me and killed our father. She’d freaked out and thought that automatically meant Reid knew too. He didn’t of course, but she was too messed up in her grief and her anger to realize that. Thankfully they’d eventually figured everything out and gotten back together. Although they’re now kind of nauseating; like love-sick puppies, following each other around and shit. 

	But in all honesty, as weird as it is to see my best friend make out with my sister, they are the two most important people in the world to me. I’m glad they’re happy; they’re perfect for each other.

	I take another deep breath, inhaling deep into my lungs before letting it out on a long exhale. Standing, I turn and make my way quietly into the dark kitchen, the only light coming from the streetlamp outside the window. I hate the fact there are no blinds on it, but there’s nothing I can do about it. Instead, I try to ignore the shadows outside as I glance at the clock on the microwave.

	Three a.m.

	Fuck.

	The house is silent, Sienna, Reid and Sienna’s roommate, Ruby all asleep in their bedrooms. Because of course they are; it’s three o’clock in the fucking morning.

	I wander over to the fridge, opening it as I search for something cold to drink. My eyes move over the beers, debating whether I want to go down this path. It’s not that I don’t drink, it’s just that having a drunk for a father is enough to scare anyone into avoiding drinking alone in the kitchen in the middle of the night.

	So I close the fridge door, instead grabbing a glass from the cabinet and filling it with water.

	I drink the whole glass while standing at the sink, forcing myself to look outside before refilling it and moving over to the stools that line the kitchen counter. I take a seat, pulling my phone from the pocket of my sweats and bring up the web browser.

	As soon as Google loads, I type in Ray Bowen’s name, my eyes scanning the news articles that pop up, looking for anything different, anything that might have happened since the cops finally caught him and put him in jail.

	There isn’t going to be a trial, thank fuck. I’m not sure I could stand in a courtroom and face the guy who tried to kill me over something that had nothing to do with me. I know Reid didn’t want a trial either and I don’t blame him. Considering he was the one who’d turned all the evidence over to the cops, it’s quite possible his father hates him even more than he hates me.

	There’s nothing new there and when I check my emails, I see nothing from the detective in charge of Ray’s case either. Letting out another breath, I re-open Google and instead type in a search for jobs near the Hawthorn campus, knowing eventually I’m going to have to try and get my life back to normal. 

	Whatever the fuck that looks like.

	I scroll through the list and see plenty of positions in the various bars that surround the campus. They’re the type of jobs I could do in my sleep and even though Reid has suggested on a few occasions I should consider going back to school, I know that’s not going to happen now.

	School feels like a dream from my old life. A life that took place before all the secrets and lies that contaminated our family were finally revealed. I’m not sure I can go back to that version of me; not now.

	I make a note of a couple of possibilities, but until I get this cast off, there’s not much I can do. Thankfully, it’s only another couple of weeks until that happens.

	Suddenly, the kitchen light flicks on, bathing the room in brightness. “Shit,” I half shout, my eyes closing as I practically jump out of my seat.

	“Fuck!” a female voice calls out. “Oh my god, what…who…”

	I shake my head rubbing a hand over my face as my eyes try to adjust to the sudden brightness. By the time they do, I see Ruby over by the fridge, standing behind the now open door. 

	“Holy shit,” she exhales. “I’m sorry, I totally forgot—” 

	“No, it’s my fault,” I tell her, my voice shaking just a little. “I shouldn’t sit here in the dark in the middle of the night like a weirdo.”

	She giggles and if I didn’t know better, I’d say she was still a little drunk. She’d been drunk when we got back to Hawthorn only eight hours ago, stopping briefly to say hello before heading over to Reid’s place to continue drinking. I hadn’t even heard her come home, which is weird, but evidently, she had. 

	“Well, I’m also a middle of the night weirdo, obviously,” she says, shrugging. “I just turn on the light.”

	I feel myself smiling at her, liking that she’s acting like this is all totally normal. Then again, she is drunk so maybe to her it is. “Couldn’t sleep?” I ask. “Or just getting home?”

	She giggles again, hiccupping a little. “Just getting in,” she says. “Haven’t been to sleep yet.” 

	“Good night?”

	“Mmmm,” she says, reaching into the fridge and pulling out an apple. “The usual to be honest.”

	I nod, not sure what she means by the usual. Having never been to college, let alone a college party, I have no idea what goes on. And despite living in a college town and working close to Brown University, I was always too busy trying to save our bar to venture out. Fuck, that makes me sound like such a loser. 

	“How’s that couch?” Ruby suddenly asks, motioning to the living room with her apple. “Comfy?”

	“I’ve slept on worse,” I say, giving her a small smile.

	Ruby nods, hiccupping again. “Good. Sorry about the two bedroom situation though. Sorta sucks you move out here and you’re forced to sleep on the couch.”

	I hold my hand up. “Don’t be, I’m just grateful for somewhere to stay,” I tell her. “And I promise, as soon as I get some work lined up, I’ll move out so you guys have your living room back.”

	Ruby takes a bite of her apple before waving it in the air, swaying a little. “All good,” she says.

	“Thank you.”

	Ruby tilts her head, her arms out as she gives what I’m guessing is a little curtsey behind the still open fridge door. “You’re welcome,” she says, giggling again. “Besides,” she adds, her eyes flicking in the direction of Sienna’s bedroom, “with those two pathetic loved up fools now living here,” she pauses, pointing to Sienna’s bedroom as she mimes throwing up, “it might be nice to have someone to actually talk to.”

	I chuckle, shaking my head a little. “You think this is bad,” I say, waving my hand around the room. “Try being stuck in a car with them on a four-day road trip.”

	Ruby laughs, letting out another hiccup. “Touché.”

	I chuckle. “You still a little drunk there, Ruby?” I ask, my eyes meeting hers. She’s basically hidden behind the fridge door she doesn’t seem to want to shut, but what I can see of her is pretty fucking adorable. Her hair is all pulled into a messy knot on her head and as I continue to watch her, she blushes a little and fuck me if that doesn’t make my heart skip a beat. 

	“Maybe,” she eventually answers.

	Her response and reaction makes me laugh…and my heart skip another beat.

	What is it with this girl? 

	When I’d first met her earlier, she’d thrown herself into my arms, hugging me as though we’d known each other for years. It had felt both strange and totally normal all at the same time. And as much as I didn’t want to think about what it meant, I’d loved the feeling of her warm body against mine, the smell of coconuts that filled my nose as she wrapped herself around me.

	Neither of us says anything now as a peaceful silence falls between us, as though neither of us feels the need to fill the empty space. I risk another glance at Ruby, who’s still standing behind the open fridge door, quietly eating her apple as though this is all completely normal.

	“Anyway,” I eventually say, finishing off my water as I stand from my stool.

	I watch as Ruby freezes, the apple that’s in her hand stalling out halfway to her open mouth as she stands there, wide-eyed and staring at me, not even bothering to hide her reaction. I want to glance down, try to figure out what she’s staring at, but I don’t look away. I know the bruising on my ribcage has faded a lot, so it can’t be that.

	“I’m gonna head back to the couch,” I say, jerking my thumb over my shoulder.

	Ruby nods, still not saying anything as I walk around the counter and put my glass in the sink. I can feel her eyes on me though, tracking my every move as I walk back to the counter. It feels strangely intoxicating, whatever this feeling is, my heart skipping another couple of beats.

	Just before I walk back to the living room, I pause, looking up at her. “Goodnight,” I say, offering her a small smile.

	Ruby swallows hard, letting out another hiccup as she whispers, “Goodnight.”

	Then I turn and walk back into the darkened living room. Just as I’m about to lie down on the couch though, I hear the fridge door close, the sound of footsteps padding across the kitchen floor.

	Without moving a muscle, I stop, watching as I wait for Ruby to pass by the open archway that separates the kitchen from the living area. It’s dark enough in here that she won’t notice me, not with the light still on in the kitchen.

	And when she eventually walks past, I have to swallow hard as my heart now starts to tap out a hard beat against my ribs that’s got nothing to do with my nightmares. Because as she walks past, I finally get a look at what was hiding behind that fridge door.

	Ruby, dressed in nothing but a tight black tank that clings to her body, showing off her amazing tits and flat stomach. Underneath it, I spy tiny red panties that barely cover her ass and give way to a spectacular set of lean, toned legs.

	But as quickly as I get a glimpse of her, it’s all too soon taken away as she flicks off the light and walks out of the kitchen. It doesn’t matter though, because the image is seared into my brain and as I settle back onto the couch and close my eyes, I replay it over and over and over again in my head, knowing this is the perfect antidote to my nightmares.

	Holy. Shit.

	She’s fucking gorgeous.

	 


Chapter One

	Ruby

	 

	 

	Caleb has been here for about a week now and I still can’t stop thinking about our middle of the night encounter in the kitchen. I knew he was a former football player, but I guess I didn’t expect him to still look like it with his shirt off. I can only compare him to Reid and his football buddies that have been all over our house lately. Caleb’s thinner than Reid, but every part of him is defined with lean muscle, solid and sexy as hell. 

	I need to slap myself across the face because I know better than this. He’s my best friend’s brother, he’s living in our house and sleeping on our couch, which means we’re together almost every single day. Nothing good can come of hooking up with him.

	I whip my hair into a bun on the top of my head and pull in a hard breath. I have to do something to distract myself from thoughts of Caleb and going out for a run is my best option. But when I step out of my bedroom, he’s standing there in the kitchen…again. At least he has a shirt on this time and I’m not so obviously gaping at him either. At least I think I’m not, but I’ve never had a very good poker face. 

	“Hey Ruby,” he says, as I stand here awkwardly, looking like an idiot. I have no idea why he turns me into a fool. “What are you up to?” He’s so casually cool and every word that comes out of his mouth is effortless. 

	If I wasn’t living with him, I’d think he has his shit completely together…the perfect guy. But I know he’s struggling after everything that happened back in Providence. The bruises on his ribs have faded, but after everything I’ve learned in my psych classes, the trauma of the event will remain long after the physical appearance has healed. 

	“I was just going to go for a run. What are you up to?” I ask, leaning against the counter as I try to look as cool as him, but I feel like I’m failing miserably.

	“Still looking for a job. Got a couple of interviews lined up this week though.” 

	“That’s good. Anything close by?” 

	“Yeah. Most are within walking distance since I don’t have a car just yet, but hoping to get that taken care of soon, too.” 

	I nod my head, trying to figure out how to keep the conversation going without feeling intrusive, but we both fall silent. 

	“Do you want to go with me?” I ask, seemingly out of nowhere and Caleb shoots me a confused look. “Do you want to go for a run with me?” I clarify. He must be bored sitting here all day with Sienna, Reid and me in and out of classes. It’s rare for all of us to be together during the week.

	“Yeah, sure,” Caleb responds, a tinge of excitement slipping out and a smile now on his face. “It’s been a while since I’ve had someone to work out with.” 

	“Okay cool. I can show you around campus too. I tend to run along the outside of the main part.” 

	 

	Ten minutes later the two of us are jogging side by side and while it’s not the best way to have a conversation, at least Caleb isn’t stuck in the house by himself. 

	We come to a narrow sidewalk and he dips behind me, letting me take the lead until it widens out again. After a few minutes, I look back to make sure he’s still keeping up and what I get is an eye-full of his bare chest. He has his shirt off, his body glistening with sweat as he jogs up alongside me. I’m off pace and my rhythm is a mess and as we near where the sidewalk meets the road, I stumble like a complete idiot. Caleb grabs for me, catching my wrist before I crash face first into the street. 

	“Gotta watch those uneven pieces of concrete,” he says, like I didn’t just make a fool out of myself, like I wasn’t totally distracted by his amazing body. But in addition to his perfectly flat stomach and his well-defined arms, he has the most striking blue eyes and the small bump on his cheekbone makes him look ruggedly hot.

	“Yeah,” I respond, my eyes falling to where Caleb is still holding onto me, and he drops his hand instantly as if he’s embarrassed by his actions. 

	We pick up the pace again, heading down the street and into the quad of the main campus where things will get a little busier. We’ll have hit three miles by then and it will be a good time for a little break. We can walk through the quad and I can show him some of the buildings. 

	Hawthorn is an old campus so some of the buildings are pretty historical and honestly really cool looking.

	“You doing okay?” I ask as we begin to slow down. While it’s obvious Caleb is an athlete, it’s also obvious he hasn’t worked out hard in a while. He’s a little winded and he’s trying not to show he’s tired by continuing to push himself to keep up with me. 

	“Yeah,” he breathes out, stopping now to catch his breath. “It been a while since…” He puts his hands on his knees, taking a few breaths, trying to slow his breathing down. “Been a while since I’ve run like this.”

	“We could make it a regular thing if you want?” I offer and ask at the same time, trying to keep it casual. 

	“Yeah, for sure. I need to get my ass back in shape.”

	Looks damn good to me.

	“I try to run every day, so if you’re around feel free to join me. I’m not one of those weirdos who gets up at the crack of dawn to run though, so if you’re one of them, you’re gonna have to find yourself a different girl.” I’m rambling but Caleb is smiling and there’s something about it that feels natural, like we’re already comfortable with each other. 

	“I used to own a bar. Do you really think I get up at the crack of dawn?” he asks, shooting me a cheeky smile.

	“You wanna take a break and walk through the quad?” I ask, starting to walk in that direction with Caleb walking next to me. 

	“Yeah sure. I guess I gotta work up to that six mile loop, huh?” 

	“You weren’t that bad,” I say, trying not to bruise his ego.

	“Oh, I was that bad. Trust me, my body is going to be screaming at me tomorrow morning.”

	I laugh a little at his self-deprecating humor. As much as he’s like Sienna, he’s also totally different and it’s really cool. It’s like getting the best of Sienna with a few extras added in.

	“Reid has a hot tub down at his place. I’m sure a soak would do you some good,” I tell him, but he scrunches up his face in response to my words. 

	“I’m not getting in that thing. Can you imagine the number of times he and Sienna have had sex in it?”

	“They do it everywhere so if you’re going with that theory nothing in our house is safe,” I joke back making Caleb chuckle. “I hold out hope that they haven’t done it in my bathroom, but I’m sure that’s wishful thinking.” 

	“I’m sorry to break it to you…” Caleb says, his nose wrinkled up and his teeth clenched. 

	“Oh my god, no. Seriously?” I say, my voice a little whiny as I push out my bottom lip pouting.

	Caleb laughs, his head falling back and when he looks at me again, he pins me with his eyes that are as blue as the sky. 

	“No. I’m just giving you shit, but you’re pretty cute when you’re bothered so it was worth it.” He jabs his elbow into my side and I feel my face flush, heat moving from my cheeks, down my neck and onto my chest. Thank fuck we’ve been running or it would be totally obvious how his words affected me.

	“You’re a shithead,” I say, shoving him as we continue to walk toward the science buildings. “So this where Sienna spends most of her days. I have a few classes in here, too.” 

	“What are you majoring in?” Caleb asks, and it feels good to have someone take an active interest in what I’m doing.

	“I’m majoring in counseling. I want to be a school counselor or maybe a mental health counselor. I haven’t fully decided yet, but I know I want to help people deal with trauma…” My words trail off, getting a little quieter at the end when I realize Caleb has been through some serious trauma. “I’m sorry,” I say, not sure how to continue without bringing up his situation. That’s not what I was trying to do here and I feel like I’ve been insensitive to him by babbling on about helping people.

	“Sorry for what?” he asks. “Sorry that I’ve had to deal with some shit in my life?” He shrugs. “Not your fault, but I think you’ll make a great counselor. You’re easy to talk to. Maybe someday you can help me.” 

	I nod, but neither of us says anything more about it. It’s hard to talk about how fucked up your life is and when you’ve left it behind, it’s even harder. I dealt with this with Sienna and when she finally opened up to me, I know she felt lighter and freer, but I wouldn’t dare push Caleb to do the same. We hardly know each other. 

	We walk for a bit in silence with Caleb looking around, taking in all the oversized buildings and crowds of students walking and gathering. It’s then that we both turn when we hear someone call my name.

	“Ruby?” the male voice calls, testing my name as if he doesn’t think it’s me. “It is you,” he says when he gets close enough to Caleb and me. 

	It’s the assistant professor in my Diagnosis and Mental Health Issues in Children and Adolescents class. He walks up to meet us, greeting us both, but shooting an intimidating look in Caleb’s direction. 

	“Hi, Professor Keller,” I say, stepping away from him slightly and closer to Caleb’s side. 

	“Ruby, it’s great to run into you. I just read your research paper on the effects of parental alcoholism on children and it was excellent. It was the highlight of my night,” he says, laughing a little. “I guess that makes me kind of a loser.” 

	“No, not at all,” I respond, trying to be respectful, because after all, he is my professor. “I’m glad you enjoyed it. I really put a lot of effort into my research.” 

	“It definitely shows,” he says, running a hand down my arm leaving a trail of goosebumps in its path. “I’d love to set up a time with you to meet and talk about how we can sharpen up your research skills. You have real potential.”

	His words strike a chord with me, making me smile. It’s nice to be recognized for hard work, especially when I put in a ton of effort. 

	“That would be great,” I respond. “I’ll check your office hours and bring some things I’ve been working on.” 

	“Perfect,” Professor Keller says, again reaching out and squeezing my arm, his fingers wrapping tightly and the way he looks at me, sends a shudder up my spine. 

	He turns and begins to walk away, and when he’s out of earshot, I turn to Caleb, still beaming over my professor’s encouragement.

	“Can you believe that? He’s supposed to be one of the hardest to please and he loved my paper,” I say to Caleb, but he tilts his head to the side, his eyebrows knitted together. 

	“Yeah, that’s great, but he didn’t strike you as…” Caleb doesn’t finish his thought, stopping short, but I know what he was going to say. 

	“I know. He can be a little handsy, but he’s harmless.” I shake my head and give my eyes a roll. It’s well known on campus that Professor Keller is a bit of a flirt and there have even been rumors he’s had affairs with students. But personally, I think it’s just campus gossip. He’s married and has kids, a family. He’s young enough that his interest in students comes across as something more, but I think he just sees the potential in people.

	“He’s creepy,” Caleb deadpans, his mouth set in a firm line.

	“He’s not,” I defend, but add, “Okay, maybe a little.” Because even though he’s never done anything more than stand a little too close or touch me a few too many times, he seems harmless. 

	“Or maybe a lot,” Caleb asserts, but I just shake off his comment, knowing boys get jealous even when there’s nothing going on.

	 


Chapter Two

	Caleb

	 

	 

	“First night, right?”

	I look up at the other bartender who’s working with me tonight. “Yeah,” I reply.

	The guy nods, holding a hand out. “Adam,” he says.

	I shake his hand, grateful to finally have my cast off. It was annoying as fuck, but it was also stopping me from doing so much, including getting a job again. It’s good to have it off so I can actually try and get back to having a normal life again, as weird as that feels after all this time. Truth be told, sometimes I wonder if I even know what normal feels like anymore. 

	“Caleb,” I say, shaking his hand.

	“Should be pretty quiet tonight,” Adam replies, waving a hand around the room. “I mean, for a campus bar, anyway.”

	I grab a towel and wipe down the bar top. “It’s cool, not my first time pulling beers.”

	“Oh yeah,” he says, leaning a hip against the bar. “Where’d you used to work?”

	I throw the towel over my shoulder, moving to serve a customer before turning back to Adam. “Used to run a bar back in Rhode Island,” I say, not bothering to elaborate.

	Running it might be a generous term given what I was really trying to do was dig it out of the big fucking hole my dad had sunk it into. And I didn’t even succeed at that because in the end we lost it, the bank claiming it back after we reneged on the repayments.

	I still wasn’t sure how I felt about losing the last piece of the legacy my grandfather spent years building and my dad spent years destroying.

	“Oh yeah,” he says, brows raised. “So, you go to school out here now or?”

	I shake my head. “Nah, moved out to live with my sister who does, but not me,” I say. “Do you go to school here?”

	Adam shakes his head once as he starts to stack some glasses in the small dishwasher. “Nah, not me. Traveling is more my thing,” he says, giving me a sideways grin. “Use this to help finance the trip,” he adds, arms out wide.

	“Yeah, I wondered where you were from,” I start, crossing my arms over my chest. “What’s the accent?” I ask, having noticed it the second he spoke to me.

	Adam grins as he turns to lean against the bar again. “Australian. Chicks over here love it, so you know.” He pauses shrugging once. “It’s handy.”

	I chuckle. “I’ll bet. How long have you been here?”

	“Hmmm,” he says, eyes flicking to the ceiling as though he’s mentally tallying the number. “Maybe three months.”

	“Cool,” I reply, turning as the door to the bar opens and I see Reid and Sienna walk in, hand in hand as they head over toward the bar and grab a couple of stools. “Hey,” I say, grinning at both of them. “Beers?”

	“Thanks,” Reid replies as Sienna nods. “How’s it going?”

	I reach for two bottles and slide them onto the bar. “All good. Not my first rodeo,” I add, shrugging. “So, you know, pretty easy.”

	Reid grins, clinking his bottle against Sie’s. “Nah, guess not. Although this is quiet for this place,” he adds, glancing around the room. “Wait till the weekend.”

	I nod, smiling at him. “Pretty sure I’ll cope. What are you guys up to tonight?” I ask, wondering if it would be totally obvious if I asked them where Ruby is or whether she’s coming in too.

	Sienna smiles. “Nothing much, just thought we’d drop by and see how you were going.”

	I laugh, shaking my head as I glance at Reid. “Seriously?”

	Reid shrugs. “Not my call.”

	I shake my head at him as I mutter, “So pussy whipped.”

	Sienna reaches over the bar to punch my arm. “Hey!” 

	Reid laughs. “Yeah but I’m getting plenty of it, so I’m fine with that.”

	Sienna turns to him, her mouth open in surprise, which only makes him laugh even more before he leans in and silences whatever she was about to say with a kiss.

	“Don’t worry, Sie,” I say, laughing as I reach over to gently nudge her. “You’re totally dick whipped too, so, you know.” I wink at her as I shrug my shoulders. “You’re both as bad as each other.”

	Reid laughs again, slinging an arm around my sister’s shoulders as he pulls her close.

	Adam wanders over and I make introductions, before he disappears again to serve some customers. Reid and Sienna end up staying for a couple more drinks, and it’s quiet enough that I can chat with them both, before they call it a night and head home. 

	The rest of my night isn’t too busy, the bar is mostly filled with college students looking for a couple of quiet ones. It’s a Tuesday night, so I wasn’t expecting anything big. It’ll be interesting to see what Friday and Saturday night looks like.

	“Okay,” Adam says, walking over to me. “You good to close up?”

	I glance at my watch and see it’s nearly midnight. “Shit, that went fast. But yeah.”

	We push through our clean up and once we’re done, hit the lights, before heading out the back to the parking area. Adam’s car is parked in the lot and we say goodbye before he drives off. I still haven’t managed to get a car yet, but this place is within walking distance to Sienna and Ruby’s, so I’m not in any rush to get one.

	Guess I’ll have to get something when I move out though, whenever that happens. Truth be told, I’m not really looking for somewhere to live right now. I should be, but I really like staying with my sister, even if I am sleeping on the couch. It’s been great just hanging out with her and Reid again. I wasn’t lying when I said I’d missed them these past two years.

	Plus, I enjoy Ruby’s company too. In addition to being hot, she’s also a lot of fun to hang out with, so easy to be with and great to talk to as well. We’ve gone running twice more since that first time, each time going a bit further while I slowly start to get myself back in shape. 

	She’s been mixing up the routes, showing me around the town, but also giving me an opportunity to work out. It’s nice, more than nice actually, and I’m not sure if it will continue to happen if I move out. Which is also part of the reason I’m stalling on the house hunting.

	 

	When I get home, I head inside to find the place quiet, everyone else clearly in bed. I grab some sweats from my bag and head into the bathroom to take a quick shower.

	When I walk into the kitchen to grab something to eat though, Ruby is sitting at the counter, an open beer in front of her and a second one sitting in front of the empty stool next to her.

	“Hey,” I say, surprised. “I didn’t know you were still up.”

	Ruby looks up and smiles at me. “Yep, I am,” she says, swallowing hard. “I got you a beer.” She points her pencil toward the second bottle sitting beside her, before ducking her head.

	“Thanks,” I reply, taking a seat beside her. “What are you doing?” I glance over at the books in front of her.

	Ruby shrugs, taking a sip of beer. “Just some reading.” 

	I reach for one of the textbooks, spinning it around so I can see the cover and title. “Professional Counseling: A Process Guide to Helping,” I say out loud, as I glance at her, a brow raised in question. “There’s a process to helping, huh?”

	Ruby takes another sip of her beer, her eyes staring at the textbook in front of me. “Yeah I guess, although mostly I think you just need to be a good listener.”

	I slide the textbook back to her. “I think it’s probably more than that.” 

	Ruby tilts her head to the side as she watches me, and I suddenly feel a little nervous. I didn’t mean to start a discussion on the ways and means of counseling someone, because that’s honestly the last fucking thing I want to talk about.

	I’m not sure how much she knows about me and what happened back in Providence. I mean the situation with Reid’s dad: the arrest, the charges and him going to jail, was all over the news, so that she definitely knows about. Plus, I’m pretty sure Sienna filled her in on some of the details while we were in hiding back at the safe house and again when we eventually got back here.

	But all the stuff that came before that, the reasons I didn’t come to Hawthorn two years ago, all the shit I went through with my dad and the even bigger shit that came after that. I’m pretty sure Sie hasn’t told her about those things. 

	Because if it’s one thing Sie and me have always done, it’s protect each other and the shit we’ve come from. Neither of us is big on telling people about our fucked up family and with the exception of Reid, who of course knows everything, we’ve basically kept our mouth shut. It’s why the three of us have always been so tight. We know each other’s secrets, but we know how to keep them, too.

	I take another sip of my beer, my eyes on the kitchen window and the darkness of the night on the other side of it. “I think in order to be a good listener,” I start, unsure why I’m even saying this, “you have to be able to make people feel comfortable enough to talk.”

	From the corner of my eye, I see Ruby reach for her beer and take a long sip, nodding almost to herself as she lowers her bottle to the counter. “Oh hey,” she suddenly says, turning on her stool to face me. “So how was your first night of work?”

	I chuckle
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